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Summary: 


Growing up, Josephine Burns couldn't wait to move out of her small 
hometown of Hawkins, Indiana. 

High school came and went, and she took her first opportunity to 
leave for college without the intention of looking back. But life 
happens, and 14 years later, Seph found herself driving back into the 
town she once called home, with a young teen of her own occupying 
the front seat. 

The memories all rush back, including those involving a long-lost 
crush on a certain chief of police. Not much on the surface seems to 
have changed around Hawkins, but Seph is about to learn how she 
could not be more wrong. 


set during the second season of stranger things! 


1. Homecoming 


Author's Note: 


Hello! 

This is my new Hopper fic! This first chapter is 
mostly just some character and story background, so 
stick around for things to pick up soon! 

Hope you guys enjoy :)) 


"Alright," I announce, using both my hands to slam the packed trunk 
of my midsized car shut, "that's the last of it. Are you ready to get on 
the road, hun?" 

My daughter Beatrice was leaned against the passenger side of our 
car, arms crossed, and eyes studying the outside of the place we have 
called home for the last few years. I had attended a small college in 
upstate New York, and had fallen pregnant with my Bea not long 
after arriving. It took me a bit longer than it should have, but I was 
eventually able to graduate from college when she was 3, and had 
been working as an RN in a local hospital ever since. We had moved 
around a few times when money would get tight, but never far 
enough to where I needed a new job or Beatrice had to move schools. 
Bea's hair was long and dark and coiled down her back, though she 
had a colorful scarf tied atop her head to keep the hair out of her face 
while we packed the car. She has been my whole world for the past 
13 years. 

"I think so," she mumbled, uncrossing her arms as she leaned forward 
off of the car and turned to look at me, eyebrows furrowed. "Do we 
really have to go?" 

I strode from behind the car and wrapped my arms around my 
daughters neck, burying my face into the top of her head. I felt her 
small arms wrap around my waist. 

"I'm so sorry, Bea. I know you love this place. It's just your 
grandmother hasn't been sounding right since she has been on her 
own. She misses you, and she misses me, and I don't want her to be 
alone for too long," I explained, stroking her hair. 

"I don't want to have to live with grandma. You said you didn't like it 
there growing up," she said a bit muffled, as she was still tucked into 
my arms. I chuckled and released my daughter, holding onto her by 


the arms instead. 

"Living with grandma is only temporary until we find a place of our 
own to stay at. As much as I've complained about growing up in 
Hawkins, I do miss it sometimes. I can show you around to all my 
favorite spots that I had when I was your age!" I say, trying to excite 
her a bit. 

In all honesty, I was not looking forward to the move back either. I 
was extremely close with my father growing up. He had always had 
my back when it came to my mom and her nit-picky tendencies, and 
always knew just the right words that I needed to hear. I was never 
the closest with my mom; we could never seem to see eye to eye. He 
passed away about a year ago due to some mysterious cause that I 
could never get a clear answer regarding what cost him his life. I just 
know things won't be the same without him. But ever since then, my 
mom has been a paranoid mess, constantly talking about strange 
creatures and conspiracy theories regarding the town. At this point, 
I'm more worried that she's developing some sort of mental ailment, 
and I'd rather be nearby should something take a turn for the worse. 
Bea looked up at me with glossy eyes. I hated having to uproot her 
life like this, but no matter how difficult my mom could be at times, 
she was still my mother. 

I kissed my daughter on the forehead and gave her a reassuring smile 
before turning and heading towards the driver's side of the car. With 
one final glance back to our little house, I opened my car door and 
got in, trying to convince myself that this decision was for the best. 


The drive was long and tiring, and expectedly, uneventful. 

Trees lined either side of the highway, and I was beginning to feel a 
sense of familiarity as we neared the city line into Hawkins. Bea had 
fallen asleep not long after we entered into Indiana, so I was left with 
full control of the stereo. I put in a mix of all my favorite songs from 
the last few decades, and "How Deep Is Your Love" by the Bee Gees 
played gently out of the speakers as we approached the town sign. 
For the first time in a while, I could not feel more calm about my 
decision to move back to the place I once called home. As I listened 
to the music I would play as a young teen here, and the 
overwhelming sense of nostalgia as my car drove steadily towards the 
town sign, it felt as though nothing could go wrong. 


As nice as this moment was, it was fleeting. 

My headlights shone onto the town sign, which I was expecting to 
proclaim a sweet welcome back into my hometown. But rather, the 
sign had been vandalized and now read: 

"Welcome to HELL" 

I only caught a glimpse of the sign as I drove past, but instantly felt 
as though the seemingly endless woods surrounding my vehicle had 
eyes. I felt the need to continuously glance into my rearview mirror, 
not knowing what I was expecting to see standing in the road my car 
had just driven past. My semi-fearful state did nothing to rouse Bea, 
thankfully, though my drive to get to my childhood home increased 
with each passing moment. 

Entering into the more industrialized parts of Hawkins going 25 miles 
over the speed limit was probably not my brightest idea, despite me 
being completely unaware of it. Before I was able to realize my 
speed, there came a bright flash of blue and red into my car from 
behind me, followed by the distinctive "WHOOP!" of a police car. 
"What's going on?" Bea questioned groggily from beside me, only 
waking with the flashing lights and siren behind us. She looked 
around a bit confused, still seemingly half asleep. 

"Nothing, baby. I think I was just driving a bit too fast. You can go 
back to sleep, this will just take a minute." I stated calmly as I flicked 
on my blinker and maneuvered my car to the side of the rode. Bea 
laid her head back down, but I did not check to see if she actually 
went back to sleep. 

My eyes were trained on my rearview mirror, where I could still see 
the blinding red and blue lights flashing atop a tan and white truck. 
In the drivers seat, I could see the silhouette of a man wearing a large 
hat, and the distinctive glow of a cigarette just below. The car door 
opened, and out stepped a rather broad man. From my view in my 
mirror, I could not get a good glimpse of who this man could be. 
Considering I had grown up in Hawkins, there was a pretty good 
chance I may know who this officer was and could find a way out of 
any potential tickets. 

The officer, now out of his car, glanced at either side of the road, and 
the woods and loomed behind the small businesses we were parked 
in front of. With a final glance, his hand raised to his lips and took 
the cigarette, casting it onto the floor and setting eyes on my car. 
Within moments, the officer had reached my open window and 
peered inside. 


I looked into the eyes of Jim Hopper. We were never in school at the 
same time, as he was around 10 years my senior. Though I can't lie, I 
had always had a bit of a girlish crush on him growing up. I never 
would have seen him to be the police officer type, with all the 
trouble he was rumored to get into in high school. I guess life is 
funny that way. 

"License and registration," he said gruffly, one arm resting atop my 
car as he glanced into the window. I leaned over Bea's still body and 
opened the glove compartment by her legs. The light in the glove 
compartment shone onto a number of different documents, most of 
which I had never touched, and rummaged through for my 
registration. Once secured, I pulled out my wallet and fished out my 
license and handed it through the window to him. 

I hadn't seen him in years. And had only really spoken to him on a 
few different occasions. My mom had been friendly with his mom 
when we were growing up, so we had had the Hopper's over for 
dinner a few times. However, no teenage boy wants to hang out with 
some kid, so some small talk here and there was the extent of our 
contact with one another. Which also means there is no way I am 
getting out of this ticket. 

"Do you know how fast you were driving?" Hopper questioned, 
glancing over my papers and license, and giving me a sort of 
sideward glance. 

"A bit too fast, I'm assuming," I chuckle, trying to make light of the 
situation. I only continue when I look up to see an unamused look 
resting on his face. "I'm sorry, I got a bit nervous when I saw the 
town sign. This is my first time back in years and I wasn't expecting-" 
I rambled, until I was interrupted. 

"The town sign?" Hopper questioned with a confused look on his face. 
"Yeah, it said something about 'Welcome to Hell’. Some kid must have 
spray painted it, but with all the woods and the sun gone, I guess I 
just got a bit freaked out," I explained, suddenly feeling really 
immature. One little sign is about to cost me $70. 

Hopper chuckled, and handed my papers and license back to me 
through the window. 

"Yeah, we've been having some issues with vandalism at the sign. Try 
to take it easy on the gas pedal, I might not be so generous next 
time," Hopper said, standing up straight away from my car. "Welcome 
back to Hawkins, Seph." 

Hopper tipped his hat and retreated back to his car after I gave him 


thanks. I let out a sigh of relief as he got back into his car, turned off 
the flashing lights, and peeled out from behind me. Honestly, the 
man drove like a bat out of hell, making the whole pulling over 
situation feel a bit hypocritical. Though I wasted no time pondering 
over that fact. 

He had called me Seph. He had remembered me. I could feel a bit of 
a blush rising to my cheeks, and a slight smile appear on my lips. He 
called me Seph. 

"Are we just going to sit here all night or are we going to grandma's?" 
Bea questioned a bit annoyed from beside me. I looked over at her 
with my mouth slightly agape, not realizing she had even been 
conscious through that whole exchange. She was looking at me with 
raised eyebrows and a playful glint in her eyes. I rolled my eyes at 
her as I put the car back into drive and prepared to set off towards 
my moms. 

"Alright, alright," I sighed with a chuckle, and set off towards our 
new start. 


2. Settling In 


Mom was already in bed by the time Bea and I arrived at the house. 


I didn't want her to have to walk all the way downstairs to let us in, 
so I tried using my key from when I lived here. For some reason, I 
never took it off of my keychain. 


I found the old gold key on my keychain and tried sliding it into the 
lock of the front door, only to find a considerable amount of 
resistance. My brows furrowed as I retracted the key and tried one 
more time, jingling it in the lock as it went in this time. I was met 
with the same resistance. The locks had been changed. 


I huffed and pulled the key out for good, accepting I was going to 
have to ring the doorbell to wake my mom in order to avoid sleeping 
in the car for the night. Preparing for the bickering that was most 
likely to occur, I rang the doorbell and waited. 


My childhood home had not changed much, though time has caused 
some parts to have seen better days. The white paint on the porch 
had begun to chip, and the wood planks on the porch floor were 
splintering, with some looking pretty unstable. Bea, still groggy from 
her long nap in the car, was leaned up against a particularly unkempt 
piece of wood holding up awning, though she did not seem to mind. 


I turned back to the door and figured I'd give another try at the 
doorbell, giving it two rings this time. From inside the home, there 
were heavy, padded footsteps to be heard descending the stairs that 
lay directly in front of the door. My mother approached the front 
door and peered at me through the glass panels encasing the door. 
Deeming it safe, she opened the door with a huff. 


"I thought we agreed on you getting here before the sun went down," 
she stated irritated, with one hand on her hip. 


"Good to see you too, Ma," I sighed with a tight lipped smile. 


My mother was of average height, and often spoke fondly of her early 
20s when her body had been in tip-top shape. Though time and life 


had not been the kindest to her. Her long pink robe lay open, 
revealing her white and blue striped pajama set underneath. For 
being the beginning of August, it was no wonder there was an 
apparent gleam shining across my mother's forehead and upper lip. 
She was bundled up during one of the warmest months of the year. 
Her roots were considerably grown out, which was odd considering 
that had always been one of her biggest insecurities when it came to 
aging. In all honesty, her face just looked tired, and her demeanor 
worn. 


I hiked my bag of clothes and toiletries that had been resting beside 
me on the porch onto my shoulder and gave my mother a peck on the 
cheek as I brushed by her and into the house. From behind me, I 
could hear my mother perk up and exclaim joyously upon seeing Bea. 


"Oh my! How big you have gotten!" my mom said, giddy. 


"Hi, grandma," Bea responded. Their voices fleeted as I continued to 
the right of the stairs and deeper into the first floor of the house. 


At the end of the main hall on the first floor, there was an open 
doorway to the right that led directly into the kitchen, and just across 
the hall from that opening stood a tall white door, firmly shut. I 
reached out and turned the small, golden doorknob and pushed the 
door open, revealing my childhood bedroom. Many memories, good 
and bad, all rushed through my mind as I stood in the doorway. 


My room had been completely undisturbed and unchanged from the 
day I left it back when I was 18 years old. My walls were painted a 
soft sage green, and the shag carpet on the floor was a light tan. 
There were a number of stains on the floor here and there from years 
of spilling food and drinks as a teen. My queen bed in the center of 
the main wall had the same comforter set from when I was in high 
school, with a burnt orange and white retro flowery design. An 
emerald colored upholstered arm chair lay in the corner to the rigth 
behind the door, just next to my wood dresser that hold a number of 
different trinkets and jewelry atop it. An old poster of The Beatles 
was hung on the opposite wall next to a simple full length mirror. 


I had my first kiss in this room. My first time. My first breakup was 
cried out in this same bed. So many memories that I had not thought 


of in years. 


I tried my best not to come back here. There were moments in my 
past connected to this town that I did not wish to relive. When Bea 
was born, my parents would come to us in New York, and again 
every few years to visit her. Being back just doesn't feel right. 


I sighed and fully stepped into the room, setting my bags down at the 
foot of my bed. I glanced to the right and caught a glimpse of my 
reflection. 


My dark, shoulder length curly hair was parted down the middle, 
with some hair tucked behind either ear to keep it out of my face 
while driving. I was sporting a loose pair of old jeans and a t-shirt I 
had gotten for free from my college. My olive skin was starting to 
gleam, as my body was starting to acclimate to the warmth and 
humidity of Indiana in the summer. There were slight bags forming 
under my hazel eyes from the lengthy trip, and sleep was apparently 
needed after my stressful end to the drive. 


I turned from myself and headed back down the hallway towards the 
front door where my mom had stopped smothering Bea in hugs and 
kisses, but was excitedly talking her ear off. Bea caught my eye as I 
approached them, sending me a look that I interpreted as a call for 
help. 


Coming up behind my mom, I smiled sweetly and put my hands 
gently on her shoulders as she paused her dialect and turned to look 
at me. 


"Hey, mom, you don't want to waste all your new stories on our first 
night here. We've had a pretty long trip and Bea probably wants to 
see where she's going to be sleeping." I said, glancing over to the 
young teen. She gave a smile of relief as my mom ushered us up the 
stairs. I grabbed one of Bea's particularly heavy bags as we lugged 
them up to her new room. 


There are double doors directly at the top of the stairs leading into 
the master bedroom, though to the left, there is a decent sized 
hallway that held a few doors leading into two different guest rooms 
and a bathroom. My mom glided down the hallway, elegant as ever, 


even so late at night, and turned and opened the first door on the left 
leading into one of the guest rooms. 


While my room downstairs appeared to have been undisturbed for 
the past decade or so, the guest room I had once known had been 
completely renovated. No longer did it resemble an old-fashioned 
room my grandparents would stay in time to time when they would 
visit. It had been transformed into what could be considered a young 
teen's room, with a trendy bed spread, a desk for school work and 
such, and plenty of wall and shelf space for Bea to make this room 
her own. 


My mom gushed over a few of the new items in the room, showing 
off a number of different features for Bea to explore and put her stuff. 
After a few moments, I was able to shoo my mom back to bed, 
bidding us all a swift goodnight and retreating back to her room. 


Bea was sat on the edge of her new bed, a bag slung between her 
dangling legs and her eyes glancing around the room. I walked from 
the doorway to where she was and sat by her side, slinging my arm 
across her shoulder as she leaned into me. 


"How do you like your new room?" I question gently. 


"It's alright. Not like my room at home though," Bea responded, and 
she couldn't be more right. She had never been the girly girl type, so 
this room that was a bit of a soft, light pink vomit color was not her 
style in the slightest. 


"I know, but we've got some stuff that can spruce the place up a bit! I 
can already see your Star Wars painting hanging on the wall above 
the desk, and maybe we can get a new lego set and put it up 
somewhere. We're going to make this room fit you just while we're 
here," I say, trying to be encouraging. 


I give her one final squeeze, and with a goodnight bidding and a kiss 
on the forehead, I retreat back to my own room to give Bea some 
time to adjust. Not to mention, it was getting pretty late and we were 
both feeling the effects of the long day. 


I change into a pair of comfortable pajamas and head to the 


bathroom down the hall to brush my teeth and wash my face. Back in 
my room, I shut the door and give one final glance around my room 
before shutting off the lights and making myself comfortable in my 
bed. 


That night, I dreamed of a creature lurking in my rearview mirror as I 
drive past the town sign into Hawkins. I dreamt of high school 
bullies, and the face of the man who made me a mother before I was 
ready. I dreamt of shadows and disembodied footsteps following me 
as I walk in the woods behind my house. But most memorably, I 
dreamt of a pair of harsh blue eyes, resting beneath a furrowed brow, 
peering into my own. 


The next morning, I woke up in a cold sweat. Whether it be from the 
long night of strange dreams or the fact that it was 8am and already 
terribly warm outside, it was time I showered. 


As I clamber out of the shower, the warm smell of breakfast being 
cooked wafted under the bathroom door. I quickly dried myself and 
went back to my room to get dressed before walking into the kitchen. 


My mom stood at the stove finishing up a grand breakfast. There 
were platters of scrambled eggs, bacon, and potatoes. There was a 
plate with an impressive stack of buttery pancakes sat right beside a 
dish of fresh cinnamon rolls. There was a bowl of fresh berries and 
fruit, and a pitcher of orange juice sat beside an assortment of syrups. 
I was shocked to see such an assortment of food laid out for only 
three people. I don't think I had ever seen my mother cook so 
enthusiastically in all my 32 years of life. 


Bea was already sat at the small, round table in the kitchen, smiling 
and softly swaying to the light music playing from the stereo. She 
had always been a morning person, which is something I sort of 
admired about her. She looked up at me when I entered the kitchen 
and gave me a warm smile. 


"Wow, Mom. This looks amazing," I said, taking in a deep breath. 
"Smells amazing, too." 


I walked around to Bea and gave her a kiss on the top of the head 
before helping my mom bring the dishes over to the table. 


"It's not every day I get to prepare a meal for other people. Not to 
mention for my own granddaughter!" she mentioned excitedly. I gave 
a small smile. Sometimes I felt a bit guilty for not bringing Bea 
around as often. Especially now that Dad's gone. 


We all sat and piled our plates, and ate until we felt like our 
stomach's were going to burst. We joked with one another and tried 
catching up on some stories we had all missed since being together 
last. For once, my mom felt normal, and I almost felt silly for being 
so worried about her. 


Bea and I took over cleaning up and packing away the leftovers from 
breakfast, considering Mom had done all the cooking on her own. I 
finished up my cup of coffee that I had brewed before sitting down to 
eat, and turned to look at Bea who was drying her last dish. 


"So, kid, what would you like to do today?" I questioned. 


"I don't know, you're the one who grew up here, I should be asking 
you that question." she said amused. I nodded my head and smiled as 
I turned to rinse my coffee cup out in the sink. 


"How about we unload the rest of the stuff we've got sitting in the 
car, and then we take a drive by the middle school you'll be going to, 
and take a stop by the store on our way back?" I asked, looking over 
at her to see her thoughts. 


She agreed, and we spent the next hour or so bringing in our 
necessities from the car, and leaving any bulky items we won't be be 
needing until we get our own place. Despite trying to beat the heat, it 
began to warm up as we were finishing unloading the car, making 
my morning shower pretty obsolete. 


After everything was out of the car and piled up in our respective 
rooms, Bea mentioned having to get ready and headed up the stairs 
to do so. I took that time to freshen up and change into a clean tank 
top paired with a pair of dark wash mom jeans. Around 30 mins 
later, Bea bounded back down the stairs with damp hair cascading 


down her back and a cute, simple outfit. My mom bid us goodbye, 
declining our invitation out with us with some loose excuse, before 
we set out the door. 


I unlocked the driver side door and climbed in, unlocking Bea's door 
once inside. She climbed into the passenger seat and we put our belts 
on before I reversed out of my mom's driveway and headed into the 
direction of Hawkins Middle School. About a 5 minute drive from 
home, we pulled up in front of the school. 


The building was one story tall with a small staircase leading up to 
the double front doors. The building was a red brick, and just to the 
left of the door in bold, silver letters read "Hawkins Middle School". 


I pulled over on the street in front of the school so Bea could get a 
clear view of where she was going to be attending school once the 
summer was over. Her head was turned out the window as she 
quietly studied her future school. A few moments after pulling over, a 
group of three boys seemingly around Bea's age rode past our car on 
bikes, laughing with each other as they went. Bea watched them ride 
past before turning back to the school. 


"Hey, those kids look around your age. Who knows? Maybe this time 
next month, you guys will be friends!" I try to say enthusiastically. 
Bea still hasn't showed much interest for having to start a new school 
soon, and there's only so much I can do to help her get excited. 


She turned and smiled back at me, trying to make an effort to look 
excited. 


"Yeah, can't wait," she said with a small smile in my direction before 
looking thoughtfully ahead. I took it as a sign that she was done 
viewing her new school, so I put the car back in drive and headed 
towards the small general store in town called Melvald's. 


I pulled my car into one of the diagonal parking spots in front of the 
small store and put it in park. Bea and I both unbuckled our seatbelts 
and exited the car, heading towards to front door of the small store. I 
tried to keep track of the mental list of items we were needing, but 
found myself feeling as though I was missing some things. 


I pulled open the door and held it open for Bea before entering 
myself. There was a light ding that went off when I opened the door, 
signaling any workers that there were customers now in the shop. 
From one of the aisles came a vaguely familiar woman who seemed 
to be a few years older than myself. She had wavy dark brown hair, 
paired with a set of bangs that hung just above her eyebrows. Her 
skin was pale and her frame was small, and something about the way 
she carried herself made her feel somewhat jumpy. 


Nevertheless, she greeted us with a warm smile, welcoming us to 
Melvald's, informing us that she would be able to help, should we 
need it. We thanked her and started looking for some of the things 
we were needing. After getting some items, I noticed Bea acting a lot 
quieter than usual. Her gaze was fixed on the ground ahead of her as 
she walked, and she appeared to be in deep thought as we made our 
way through the aisles. 


"Hey," I said, nudging her gently out of her trance as we entered into 
an aisle with laundry supplies, "why don't you go find something in 
the store you like and I'll get it for you. Sound good?" 


"Sure, thanks!" she said, sounding somewhat excited. She handed me 
the small items that she had been carrying and bounded off into 
another aisle, most likely with either toys or games. 


I kept my pace through the aisles, ditching my mental list and just 
picking up anything I thought we could be needing. After a few 
minutes, I heard the bell at the door chime once again as another 
person entered into the store. I kept to my shopping as I heard the 
woman speak again, followed by the deeper voice of a male. My 
hands were full as I continued down the aisle I was in, 
absentmindedly scanning the shelves. 


As I came to the end of the aisle, I could spot the check out counter. 
Behind the counter stood the female worker, and leaning over the 
other side of the counter was Jim Hopper, once again dressed in his 
uniform and wearing the same hat he had been sporting the night 
before. The two were engaged in some sort of conversation where 
they were both speaking in hushed tones. There didn't seem to be any 
sense of urgency, but just looked to be two friends trying to have a 
private conversation. 


Whether it be out of respect for their privacy, or the lack of desire to 
see said policeman after being pulled over last night, I spun on my 
heel and tried to head back down the aisle I was already in. To my 
surprise, Bea had been standing directly behind me, and in my haste 
to evacuate whatever moment I felt I was intruding on, I fumbled a 
few of the items in my hand, dropping a few to the ground with a 
noticeable crash. 


"I'm sorry, Mom!" Bea exclaimed, bending over to help me pick up 
the items I had dropped. I waved her off, blaming it on my jumpy 
tendency, and tried gathering up the items once again. 


"Everything alright over here?" questioned the worker with a smile, 
coming down the aisle most likely to see what the noise was about. 
As she came towards us, I heard the distinctive chime of the bell at 
the door once again, signaling that Jim had left. I let out a sigh of 
relief. 


"All good down here! Just had a few too many things in my hand," I 
chuckled, gathering up the last few things on the floor. 


"Oh no! Would you like me to grab you a basket or something?" she 
said, pointing in the direction of the front door where a stack of hand 
baskets rested just next to the entrance. 


"I don't think we'll need one! We actually might be ready to check out 
though?" I said skeptically, turning back to Bea who smiled and 
nodded her head, a small toy and a candy in hand. I turned back to 
the worker and smiled as she led us back to the counter. 


I set the items on the counter, Bea doing the same next to me, and I 
was finally able to read the worker's name badge. 


Joyce. 


And suddenly I was able to remember exactly who this woman was. 
She, too, was a few years older than me, to the point where we hadn't 
attended school together, but I had seen her around town a lot. If I 
recall correctly, she had even babysat me a few different nights when 
my parents would go on dates. 


"Joyce? Wow, I don't know if you remember me, but I'm Josephine 
Burns? I live over on Birchwood Street and I think you babysat me a 
few times when I was younger," I said, trying to make conversation 
and solidify that this was the same Joyce I had been thinking of. 
Joyce looked up at me an studied my face for a moment before a 
flash of realization streaked across her face. 


"Josephine! Wow, I would never had recognized you! How have you 
been?" she exclaimed. 


We exchanged some small talk as she continued to ring up our items. 
We did a little bit of catching up, and she seemed delighted to meet 
Bea. Interestingly enough, she mentioned how she had a son Bea's 
age and how he attends the same school that she'll be going to in the 
fall. 


"You should come over for dinner some time! I'm sure Will would 
love to meet a new classmate of his!" Joyce said kindly, handing me 
the bag of items. 


"That would be really great! I'm back living with my mom for the 
time being so give us a call anytime you would like us over! It's been 
so good seeing you again, Joyce," I said kindly, as Bea and I both 
gave a small wave before heading to the door. 


"You, too, Seph! We'll be in touch soon!" Joyce called as we exited 
the store. 


I unlocked the car doors and put our bag in the backseat, handing 
Bea her new toy and her snack. I hopped into the driver's seat before 
turning on the ignition, and reversing out of the spot and heading for 
home. 


"So, are we not going to talk about how you were staring at that cop 
from last night again?" Bea said slyly from beside me, breaking the 
quiet in the car. \ 


"Oh, shut up," I said, shaking my head with an embarrassed laugh as 
we drove away. 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Hello! 

Next chapter is going to have a time jump and we 
should be picking up from the start of season 2! 

Just wanted to try and establish my characters into 
the storyline a bit more before jumping into all the 
action. 

I hope you all are enjoying! 


3. Chapter 3 


Notes for the Chapter: 


Sorry for the delay! 

Was on family vacation for a week and wasn't able to 
upload. Hope this chapter makes up for the delay! 
Feedback of any kind is always welcome and 
appreciated:)) 


The rest of summer break passed without much of anything notable. 


I was able to get a job at a local health clinic and have been finding 
myself just getting into the groove of working again. I felt bad 
leaving Bea at home so often with no one but my mom to keep her 
company. School had picked up close to a month ago, and with her 
inheriting some of my timidity when it comes to socializing, she has 
yet to mention meeting any new friends at school. By the time I make 
it home most evenings, I usually find her lying on the couch 
pretending to sleep, all in order to get her grandmother to stop 
pestering her. 


I pulled my car into the driveway before putting it in park and 
turning it off. I grabbed my work bag off the passenger side seat and 
exited the car, making way for the front door. The late October air 
was beginning to cool in the evenings, making the walk from my car 
rather enjoyable. I unlocked the door and stepped into the house 
before glancing into the family room to the left, expecting to see my 
mother and daughter sat waiting for me. To my surprise, there was 
not a soul in the family room. 


My brow crinkled in confusion as I fully shut the front door and 
locked it, setting my work bag down by the small table beside the 
door. 


'They're always there...' I thought, feeling a touch puzzled. 


I walked through the family room and into the kitchen, thinking I 
may have just missed the noises of dinner being cooked. However, I 
was met with the remnants of take out on the kitchen table, food 


partially eaten. In a panic, I hurried back through the kitchen and 
family room and bounded up the stairs towards Bea's room, truly 
beginning to feel a sense of panic. 


I sped down the hallway and grabbed hold of her bedroom door 
knob, swinging it open hurriedly. To my relief, Bea was sprawled on 
her back, eyes softly shut and her chest moving rhythmically. Her 
own leftovers from their takeout dinner were resting beside her bed 
in a neat pile. On her desk lay some of her homework that appeared 
to be nearly finished. I gathered up her trash and backed quietly out 
of the room, not wanting to disturb her nap. 


Once back into the hallway outside of her room, I realized I had still 
not seen my mother. It was certainly not like her to let Bea eat alone 
in her room while she was doing the same just downstairs, let alone 
to leave her trash untouched on the kitchen table. I wasted no time 
returning to the kitchen, discarding of Bea's trash before inspecting 
what I presumed to be my mother's leftovers as well. 


The chair corresponding to the place where my mother would have 
been sitting was pushed into the table, making it appear as though 
she had gotten up mid meal and wanted to keep her space tidy. I 
looked up from the table to survey the kitchen space. Nothing was 
particularly out of order, until my eyes landed on the back door that 
led from the kitchen into our backyard. 


In my haste earlier, I had failed to notice the door was slightly ajar. 


I crept over to the door and pulled it completely open from the knob. 
A cooled autumn breeze blew past my face as I turned on the back 
porch light and peered around to make sure the backyard was safe to 
enter into. A chill came down my body as I imagined my mother 
entering into the yard without turning on the back light, considering 
the only thing bordering in our yard was an immense amount of 
forest that was eerily dark at this time in the evening. 


I stepped across the porch and down the stairs leading to the grassy 
part of the yard. From the corner of my eye, I noticed a figure 
standing at the edge of the forest, wearing clothing so dark that the 
porch light was hardly able to reveal the figure being there at all. My 
body froze as I turned my head to catch a full glimpse of whatever 


was standing at the end of my yard. 


With a squint of my eyes, I noticed it was my mother, standing 
unnaturally still with her back to me, face turned in the direction of 
the dark wood. She was wearing darker clothing, which was only 
slightly out of her norm for the beginning of fall, considering the 
weather has yet to completely cool from the summer's heat. Her arms 
were dangling by her sides, unmoving as she continued to stare in the 
direction of the forest. 


"Mom?" I called out to her, realizing that in my scared state I was still 
able to speak. My mother did not move, not even to acknowledge my 
call. I began to walk slowly towards her, still feeling somewhat 
shaken by the state I found her in. At the same time, I did not want to 
startle her too much if she was having some sort of episode. 


The closer I inched towards her, the more often my eyes would 
flicker back and forth between her motionless body and the woods 
that lie ahead of her, straining to see if there was something she was 
looking at. From what I could gather, there was nothing. 


Upon reaching her, I held my hand out to rest it on her shoulder, 
trying to get her attention. I rounded around her, hand still lightly 
pressed on her, in order to catch a glimpse of her face. 


"Mom?" I questioned again. Her eyes were open normally, pupils 
unmoving, but set and focused directly on something in front of her. 
The rest of her face was slack, with no clear emotion being presented 
on her features. I had never seen my mother look so expressionless, 
with eyes that screamed there was no life behind them. Seeing her 
like that sent a chill down my back. 


I hardened my grip on her shoulder in a panic and shook, calling out 
her name once more. I shook a bit more aggressively than I should 
have when she didn't respond, and I felt the prick of tears threatening 
in one of my eyes. 


"MOM!" I shouted once more, with a final hard shake. Like snapping 
out of some sort of hypnosis, she blinked her eyes and shook her 
head, eyes turning lazily to study me. 


"Oh, Josephine. You're home. There is some Chinese takeout in the 
fridge for you if you're hungry," she said, smiling weakly at me before 
turning in the direction of the house and walking away. Stunned, I 
remained where I was for a moment, examining the spot where my 
mother had just been standing. It took me another moment to try and 
process what had just happened before I turned and watched my 
mother’s figure retreating back into the house. 


I stalked across the lawn and back up the porch steps and into the 
kitchen, shutting the door after crossing the threshold. My mom was 
cleaning up her place at the table, tossing a majority of the food on 
her plate before rinsing the dish off in the sink. Her demeanor, the 
way she was holding herself, everything had completely changed 
from the person I just saw standing at the edge of the forest. 


“Mom? Are you feeling alright?” I questioned softly. 


“Oh, that? I thought I heard something call from the yard so I went 
out to look. ’ve been hearing a lot of things from back there 
recently,” she said with a chuckle, acting completely flippant. 


“You didn’t answer me when I called you, and didn’t even 
acknowledge me when I was standing right next to you. Are you sure 
you’re alright?” 


“Will you stop worrying so much, I’m fine!” she exclaimed firmly, 
throwing her arms down as she said it. 


Outbursts like this from my mom were not uncommon, and were 
seemingly saved for only me. But something just didn’t feel right. 


“I am going to bed now. I will see you tomorrow. Goodnight,” she 
said without looking at me, retreating out of the kitchen. A moment 
later, I heard her footsteps creak up the stairs and the door to her 
bedroom open and close. 


I sighed, and with no appetite to be seen in me, I exited the kitchen 
in pursuit of my room to get ready for bed. 


I got in bed a few moments after cleaning up and changing into 
pajamas with only one thought in my mind. 


‘What the hell just happened?’ 


The next morning, Bea had left early for school and I wasn't able to 
catch a word with her before she left. This was a bit odd, considering 
she hadn't told me and she would have no reason to get to school so 
early. 


My mom, on the other hand, acted as though not a thing had 
happened. A plate of toast, eggs, and bacon was waiting for me at the 
kitchen table when I finally exited the bathroom after getting ready 
for my shift at the clinic. 


My mom was stood at the sink, her back to me, cleaning up some 
pans and dishes that she had most likely dirtied while making 
breakfast. The aromatic smell hit me full force as soon as I had 
entered the kitchen, and nothing was really seeming out of place to 
me. This made me feel as though last night had never even happened. 


I thanked my mom and ate quickly, attempting to keep the 
conversation at a minimum out of fear I blurt out something 
insensitive about the night before. 


"Oh, Josephine?" my mother called out to me as I strode out of the 
kitchen after finishing my meal. My stiff nursing gown moved in 
tandem with my legs as they halted and turned to look back at my 
mother who was facing me from the opposite end of the kitchen. I 
gave her my attention and she continued. "I am having a few people 
over for dinner tonight. With everything that happened with that 
Byer's boy last year, I encouraged the City Planning Committee to 
meet in order to ensure Halloween is as safe as it can be next week." 


My mother had been volunteering with our City Council since I was a 
child. She had always felt as though city run events could be done 
more efficiently, better. So my mother did what she does best and 
stuck her nose somewhere she felt entitled that she belonged, and she 
thrived. If there is one thing to be said about Linda Burns, it is that 
when her name is tied to something, she damn well will try to make 
it perfect. 


"Yeah, no problem. I'm off around 7:00 tonight so if you all are still 
around when I get back, I'll take Bea out for dinner or something. I 
hope it goes well," I said, smiling at my mother who gave me a grin 
back before I grabbed my bag and headed out the door to work. 


The sun was well on its way to setting by the time I had gotten off 
work. One thing my mom had failed to remind me of was the lack of 
parking that was going to be available at our residence while this 
dinner party was in full swing. 


I rounded the corner into our neighborhood and spotted a number of 
cars lining the sidewalks beside our house. Assuming that my parking 
spot in the driveway had been kept clear, I headed past the lined cars 
towards my driveway. But to no luck, that spot, too, had been 
snatched by another member of the City Planning Committee. 


I huffed a breath of air out of my mouth as I circled the street in front 
of my home once more in search of a beneficial parking spot. With 
my luck, I was able to park about three houses down before I shut my 
car off and headed for my house. 


The woods were particularly loud tonight as I walked, bag in hang, 
down the sidewalk to my house. In a way, this brought me a sort of 
comfort, as there is no way some sort of creature would be lurking in 
a wood that seemed to be going about its business as usual. Despite 
this comfort, I could still feel my eyes shifting between the two sides 
of the streets and the looming woods that lie behind each of the 
houses. The slight, eery feeling of being watched began to seep in as I 
neared my front walkway. 


The lack of lighting in our front yard, save for the porch light that 
was still a considerable amount of feet away from the street, left me 
walking through a suspended darkness in order to reach my front 
door. The glow from the streetlights seemed to vanish almost as soon 
as I began my trek down my driveway. My shoes scraped against the 


loose pavement leading up to my house as I walked, my eyes alert 
and searching in the darkness for any sort of threat that could take 
me out before I reached home. 


A noise that sounded like the scraping of a boot on the pavement 
ahead of me halted me in my tracks. No one had emerged from the 
front door since it had been in my view, and no noises had been 
made until then. The sound seemed to be coming from the front left 
side of the house. The curtains had been drawn over the large 
window that resided on that same wall, blocking any light that could 
have emerged from within, creating a large patch of darkness that 
even the porch light could not reach. 


My ears picked up the light clicking sound of a lighter, and in a 
moment, a small flame had appeared within the darkness of that 
corner. The small flame moved upward and lightly illuminated the 
face of Jim Hopper as he lit a cigarette that had been hanging out of 
his mouth. His eyes and brow were cast downward in the direction of 
the flame, and as my eyes continued to adjust to the darkness of my 
front yard, the outline of the rest of his body slowly came into view. 


His left leg was bent, boot making content with the wall behind him. 
One hand held the cigarette resting between his lips, while his other 
hand gripped the lighter, keeping the flame alight long enough for 
him to light his cigarette. I didn't know how to describe it, but I had 
never seen a person look so stressed and relaxed at the same time. 


The larger flame went out as a new red glow appeared in the 
darkness, and with an audible inhale from the user, the glow shone 
even brighter before dimming. I could already smell the faint, 
familiar smell of tobacco. 


"Good evening, Seph," spoke his husky voice from behind the glow of 
his cigarette. Remembering I was not completely invisible nor silent 
in this moment where light was lacking, I quickly regained my stride 
towards the front door, pausing near the chief to speak. 


"Good evening, chief. What brings you around here?" I questioned, 
realizing how genuinely curious I was on why the chief of my town 
was smoking in my front yard. 


"I'm required to come to these little City Council meetings. But if I'm 
being honest, I would rather be anywhere else so I slipped out for a 
few. Forgot how uptight your mom was about smoking in the house," 
he joked. His leg came down from the wall and he pushed himself 
off, walking out of the dark and in my direction. The further he 
walked from where he was standing the more visible he had become, 
to the point where I could see him almost fully in the dim light. 


"Trust me, I know. I had to live with her during my rebellious teen 
phase and that was an experience I wish I hadn't had," I joked back, a 
small smile breaking out onto both of our faces. He took another drag 
of his cigarette and let it out before continuing. 


"I didn't know you had had a kid. Your mom mentioned you guys a 
few times in there when I was listening. I haven't seen you since you 
were a kid yourself so that was weird to hear," he said. 


"Oh, come on, I wasn't that little. You're only a few years older than 
me," I laughed out. 


"What? I'd say 10 years is a pretty noticeable difference!" he 
exclaimed, throwing up his arms and laughing. I laughed back, and 
felt good about the comfortable conversation. It felt as though I were 
just talking to an old friend. 


"Yeah maybe when we were in school," I shot back with a smile. "But 
yeah, I had Beatrice pretty young. She wasn't really apart of my plan, 
but she's the best thing that has ever happened to me." 


At the mention of my sentiments towards Bea, Hopper seemed to 
stiffen a little bit, his smile becoming a bit more tight and his brow 
furrowing together. And then I remembered my mom calling me on 
the phone, and telling me how his daughter had died of leukemia a 
few years back, just before he moved back to Hawkins as the new 
chief. I tried to hide the sympathy I was feeling inside as he took 
another long drag from his cigarette and flicking it onto the ground 
in front of him. He looked down at it as he light stomped it out. 


"Yeah, that's really great. I'm happy it worked out so well for you," he 
said, slightly strained as his eyes were still trained on the dying 
cigarette on the floor ahead of him. He looked back up at me as he 


said quickly, "I should probably head out. They've got no need for me 
in there." 


"Yeah, of course. You drive safe and have a good night," I said, 
smiling politely as he returned his own farewell, paired with a tight- 
lipped smile, as he retreated down my driveway and out of sight. 
Despite my slight confusion regarding the abrupt end to our 
conversation, I shook it off and headed up the front steps and into my 
house, ignoring the loud murmur of guests discussing Halloween over 
some light music. 


